





RY, 


| Somi-mon they Bonenat, Devoted to Bolite WGilerature; 


Such as Moral and Sentimental Tales, Original Communications, Biography, Traveling Sketches, Amusing Miscellany, Humorous and Historical 


Anecdotes, Poetry, Xe, Xe. 





VOLUME XV AL. 


TLUDSON, N. Y. SATURDAY, MAY 22, 1s41. 


NUMBER 





SD LBOL DAL DG» 





From the Lady's Book. 
THE MILLINER’S APPRENTICE ; 
Or, The Halse Teeth. 
ff Story that hath more Truth than Fiction in it. 
BY PROFESSOR J. H. INGRAHAM. 
(Concluded. } 
Vi. 


Tue same evening, a few moments before nine 


o'clock, in a small apartment in one of the hum. | 
blest dwellings of the city alleys, was assembled | 


the small family that occupied it, 
of a pale middle-aged wowan, with the traces of 
beauty and refinement upon her sickly features 
lying upon a neat but plain bed that stood on 
one side of the room—and a lovely girl in youth. 


ful bloom, save that the lily of coufinement and_ 
care had supplanted the joyous rose that should 


have tinted her cheek, who sat by the bed-side 
and read to her from the Bible, while the sewing 
she had temporarily put down lay upon her lap. 
In a trundle-bed that was partly rolled beneath | 


the larger, slept two handsome little boys that | 


were the very images of their sister; while seat- 
ed by the candle which gave light to her, was 
their elder brother, a little lame lad, but very 
intellectual looking, as almost all lame boys are. 
He had Captain Riley’s travels in his hand, and 
was reading his adventures with absorbing in- 
terest. Caroline continued to read aloud : 

** Behold the eye of the Lord is upon them that 
fear him, upon them that hope in his mercy. 


them alive in famine. 
* Our soul waiteth for the Lord, he is our 
health and our shield. 
“Our hearts shall rejoice in him: 
have trusted in his holy naime.” 
** How beautiful this language, dear mother.’ 
“It is precious, indeed, my child, 


because we 


Eecry! 


word touches my heart, and in every sentence 


I see the faithful promise of the widuw’s God.” 


At this moment an abrupt knock was heard | 


at the door, and the city clock began to toll nine. 
‘It is the landlady,” exclaimed Caroline, 
her heart flew into her mouth. 


“Fear not, my daughter, she is in God's hands 


as well as we.” 


Caroline opened the door, and a large, maseu- 
line looking woman, with a red fleshy face, and), 
a hard expression to her little grey eyes, appeared |) lsaid Caroline, 


at it. 

**Well, Mies, 
have given your mother since apart ry twelve 
o’clock, to raise it. [suppose 1 


And with these words she enter y os room ane 


eady for me. 


seated herself in a chair by the dvor with the 


It consisted | 


I have come for my rent. I 


insolent and — more air of a mistress in ber 
;|Jown house, 


“Indeed, Mrs. Cringle, I have not yet heard 


| 

ller from the bed. 

\| kindness to indulge me a few days.” 

| You'll get no letters 1 tell ye, now, Mrs. 

'!Archer; if you do there'll be no more money 

in’t than’ll hide my thumb-nail. ‘These brothers 

are as fond ov’ keeping their money as other folk. 

No—I can’t wait. My rent I must have, and 

my rent [ will have. So pay it over, or tramp!’ 
* Indeed, Mrs. Cringle” 
“Don't Mrs. Cringle me with your indeeds 





\Jadvance you a five on’t.” 
|} “10s my husband’s.” 

“So much the better to belong to a dead per- 
son. 1 sold all my man’s duds—watch, black 
profile, aud all. 
maxim. I[fere’s young Miss here with a new 
bright gown on!” 

“It’s only clean and smoothly ironed, Mrs. 
Cringle. 





itis a cheap calico, and IL have worn 
it several months,” said Caroline, with gentle. 


ness. 





),at the milliner’s, and must earn something.” 


| **T do earn a little, ma’am—from two to three 
I ries a day, but there are five mouths to feed— 


\\ five to cluthe—besides medicine for mother.” 


* Yes, and not a dollar for your rent. This| 
** To deliver their soul from death, and to keep | won't du for me—I must have tenants that'll 


|pay. So down with the. twenty-five dollars or | 


‘march as you are. 
with you. 
thirds pay me. So down with it.” 


** | implore you be merciful,” cried Mrs. Arch- 


| 
ier, raising herself in the bed—*' do not visit your 


vengeance upon my children.” 


you are not able to pay the rent. 
swindling o’ honest folks.” 







| 
1} 
| 
. 
| 


ous Ways.’ 





jme. lL anust have iny rent.” 
“We cannot pay it to-night, 


It’s downright 


|from my brother in Louisville, to whom I wrote, |) 
\jand he is my only dependence,” said Mrs. Arch-|, 

! 
* T shall soon hear—have the |, 





that I hinted at make a less to do! 
| why then you wont. 
When one husband's gone 
make a clean sweep for a new one—that’s my_ 


| 


} 


| ing to her reticule. 
* Why don’t you help your mother? you work | 


| “ There isa way you can get the money very 


_casily, my pretty Miss,” said the vile hag, witha 
look and glance, that the purity of Caroline's 
nature could not understand. 

“Oh how—tell me how !” she asked, eagerly. 

** Do youask me how, with that pretty face of 
}yours, and nice young figure! I could show you 
‘many a fine young gentleman would make your 
fortune for yc, and in one hour from now place 
ten times my debt in your hands.” 

* Fiend—I understand you now! Oh, God! 
Oh, God! that I should come to this!” 


‘) Fora moment Caroline straggled to suppress 


her hot tears, but in vain. Her pure, insulted 


. spirit was crashed, and she burst into a shower 
If you han’t no money, what are you doin’ with 
,||that gilt portrait up there? The pawnbroker ’Il| 


of bitter tears. 
break. 
‘moved. 


She wept as if her heart would 
Even the devilish landlady was at length 


“Well, chid—I've seen greater matters than 
If you wont, 
I've known many a young 
girl sitivated like you would be glad of the offer 
[made yon. Well, if you can pay me a part 
to-night, five dollars or so—D'll wait till to-meor- 
row sun-dewn for the balanee—an’ if you can’t 
pay then, vy you must tramp, and no more said!” 

“Thave jour dollars and three quarters—if 
that will satisfy you, take it,” said Caroline, go- 
“It is the last I have saved 
from my wages for my sick mother, ‘Take it 
up,” she said, laying it upon the table, and shrink- 
ing back from her instinctively—for her delicacy 


| had received too severe a shock for her to bear 


Not a thing do you carry off, balance. 
Every article here wouldn't two-| 


‘“*What right have you to take a house when) 


* We must have a shelter somewhere—and | 
we hoped to be able to pay it—but I have been 
sick, and eiemeines has come upon us in vari- 


| * This is the old song. It won't come over 


Mrs. Cringle,” 
imploringly—* if you have any; money for her. 


ij}human feeling let my mother remain in your 


house until to-morrow 


afternoon, and in wh 
;;}meanwhile J] will see 
wil 
1| 
1 | have not fled the hu:nan breast. 
ay of relict.” 


amount due you. 


| 
;svinc W 


There must bx 


what I can do to raise the | 
Surely charity and generosity | 


| the sight or touch of the iniquitous ercature who 
had been the cause of it. 

-~ “Well, this *ll do fur to-night. Dll call to- 
morrow sun-down, and hopes you'll have the 
Ifas how you do, vy I'll be willin’ to 
try ye here another quarter, 
stay.” 


if ye choose to 


Thus speaking, the iniquitous wretch, who is 
the counterpart of too many landladies and land- 
lords of a certain class, left the house. She had 
scarcely closed the door when with an agonizing 
shrick of poignant suffering, Caroline threw her- 
self upon her mother’s bed, and wept till gentle 
sleep sealed her senses in oblivion. 


vil. 

The next morning Caroline put on her hat and 
shawl and went mechanically to her daily taske 
at Mrs. Carvil’s. On the way she was sadly 
thinking whatshe should do torclieve her mother, 


} 


and was busily devising some way to obtain the 
The idea occurred to her of 

throwing herself upon the generosity of the lady 
| of some wealthy citizen; but even her little 
knowledge of human nature had taught her that 
some ladies are apt to look with suspicion upon 
unfortunate girls, and are apt to have Jess charity 


for them thanthey should have ; while she shrunk 
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from applying to a gentleman, lest her motives own reward, She felt too, less anxiety than she 
might be misinterpreted, and her delicacy hurt ‘had hitherto done about the result of the day's 
by dreaded offers of conditional assistance, that | ‘events, and seemed buoyed up with the assur. | 
might wound her maidenly sensibility far more | ance that all would yet be well with herself and) 
than the landlady’s words had done. What to | all dear to her. 

do she knew not, and with a thousand schemes | 





| 


About ten o’clock in the forenoon the news. | 


in her mind she had come to no determination | | boy threw into the door the morning paper, which | 
when she found herself in Walnut street, and one of the young girls caught up and began to. 
within a few doors of Mrs. Carvil’s. read aloud to Mrs. Carvil, while she was basting| 
* Oh, what, what shall L do! If I go in she | ja dress for the apprentice to begin upon. After) 
will not let me go for the rest of the day, and ‘the items of morning news had been run through 
something must be effected before [ return home. || and characteristically commented upon by Mrs. | 
Oh, that [ could find a purse with twenty-one | Carvil, who took especial interest in the po-! 
dollars in it—for there seems no other way of | lice reports, she said, 
relief!” ** Now look, Jane, for the new advertisements. 
She had hardly spoken when she beheld lying | I wonder if Madam Gaubert comes out with! 
upon the side-walk, a few steps before her, a) any thing new. These French women arc taking! 
small green pocket-book. She bounded forward | "the bread out of us honest folks mouths.” 
and caught it up with a cry between hope and } ** Here’s an advertisement, Mrs. Carvil,” cricd 
doubt. A glance showed her it was full of bank | Jane, who had, meanwhile, been running her 
notes. "The next moment she was in Mrs. Car- eve over the morning advertising column, “ here's 
vil’s little parlor, and as she was the earliest there | an advertisement that is a curious one! 
of the apprentices, she was alone. With atremb- der if it is serious!” 
ling hand she took the pocket-book from her “Read it, girl,” said Mrs. 
bosom and furtively onclasped it. ‘and we then can best tell !” 
Here the apprentice read aloud Dr. 
advertisement. 
“It’s all a hoax!” said a pretty black-eyed 
cherry-lip’d girl, at work on the same seam with 
Caroline. 


I won- 


Carvil, sharply, 
Within wasa 
miniature, and she recognised it as the same the | 
purchaser of the gloves had taken out to pay her 
forthem. She trembled still more, and partly 
unfolding the notes, she saw the figures 50, XX, 
X, 5, upon them. She offered up a short ejacu- | 
lation of gratitude, while visions of the happiness 
the should bring to her mother that evening filled 
her heart with joy. 


“flow do you know, pert, that it’s a hoax adh 
tartly questioned her mistress. 
But what means this sudden | 
paleness of the cheek—this sinking of the spirits— 


offer me a five dollar bill a picee for two of my’ 
this drooping of the 


front teeth—he said they were so white and 
shapely, he wanted "em as models! Sce, 
they are sound and white yet!” 

Here 
round upon her apprentices, for the purpose of 
displaying two ill-shapen rows of yellow teeth, 
with an intermixture of glaring, ghastly white | 
ones, for which, plainly, she was indebted to the 
skill of some proper handsome dentist, 

“Po you think it in earnest then, marm a 
asked the reader of _ paper. 

**'To be sure I do!’ 


whole forin but now so ani- | 
mate with hope and joy? What means this des. 

ponding air and aspect of despair mingled with 

resignation! Why has she slowly re-clasped the 

book, and why dejectedly return it to her bo. 

som! The reflection has suddenly flashed up- 

on her mind that the treasure is not hers—that 

it belongs to another—that she has no right to 

make use of it without the owner’s permission— 

that it is a sacred thing. 


girls, 


Mrs. Carvil grinned a ghastly smile a.) 


| 
} 





** No—no—” she said, with virtuous resolution 
that gave brightness to her cye and a heightened 
flush to her cheek, “it is not mine! Twill let) 
the storm burst upon our devoted roof ere I seck 
toavert it by guilt. No—I will 
restore it to the owner—and 
forget that I have found it!” 
Having made this noble resolution, she opened 
the pocket book and calmly counted the amount 


| 
| 

“Then why don’t you go, Mrs. Carvil,” said 
the black-eyed apprentice, gravely—“ I dare say 


| 
the dentist would be 


discover and glad to get such beautiful) 


in the meanwhile | teeth as yours!’ 

Mrs. Carvil eyed her sharply, to see if she was 
, 

for, truth be told, she had little} 


in her own assertions of the 


quizzing her, 
faith beauty of he r| 


it contained, which was three old teeth; but seeing her serivusly continue her| 


hundred and sev- 
enty-five dollars in United States Bank notes, 
and restored them to their place init. On the 
edge of the pocket-book she then saw written, 
Francis Astley, No. —- Girard Place. 

“ No, i 


from using it. 


sewing, she said, complacently, 
“T would, but can't bear the pain of the des. 
traction of so many teeth.” 


“Caroline, 


black 


eved maiden, with a laugh; you certainly have 


suppose you so,” said the 
is not mine! Heaven has kept me 


If t had take ‘nm any portion of if, | the prettiest teeth Lever saw! If my teeth were 


and afterwards been unable to make it up, my even,” she said, smiling and displaying as she 
fair name and honor would have been in his did so exceedingly white but somewhat irre- 
power. Protector of the innocent IT thank thee gular teeth, “ PE wonld lose four of them for—)| 
for delivering me from this great temptation! |) for———” 

With the determination of sending her eldest * For how much, now ?” asked Mre. Carvil. 


brother with it to Girard Place, when she shou!d 


* For fift 4 dollars,’ 
return home 


ment’s thouglt. 
“TT think T would for half that,” 


“What would you 


’ she answered, after a mo 


at noon, she sat herself down to 


her work with her heart relieved (she knew not said Jane. 
why) from a great load, and with that conscious- 


‘titude whieh 


lose 


four of your teeth for, 
ness of ree 


ever carries with it its (Caruline ?” asked she with the cherry 
i “ 


lipps. 


\ deus 
| Archer,” observed Mrs. Carvil, 


I 
§ 


! 
“T once had a) 
dentist—a proper handsome man he was too— | 


|} Liscment. 


Caroline did not reply. She had taken with 
an unsteady grasp the paper from the hand of 
her fellow-apprentice, and, with an effort of 
calmness, through which those who knew her 
history could clearly see the anxious, eager earn- 
estness beneath it, read the advertisement. All 
at once her face assumed its natural expression, 
and, laying down the paper, after taking a sin- 
gle look more at the advertisement as if to fix 
| the address upon her mind, she replied, with a 
bright smile to the question of her fellow. 

“I would take for my teeth only what would 
purchase my mother’s, my three brothers, and 
my own happiness, give us all a roof to sleep be- 
neath for this night, and feel no anxicty for the 
morrow.” 
| “You value your teeth very highly, Miss 
with a toss of 
‘her head—It would take five hundred dollars 
to do all that !” 

“Five thousand dollars for the mere money’s 
| sake, madam would not induce me to part with 
my teeth. The happiness and comforts of which 
I have spoken I value far above wealth. The 
peace and comfort of a family are not measured 
by any seale of gold and silver. If one dollar 
would save my mother from sorrow, and I could 











1 
i 


, get it only by sacrificing my teeth, I would as 


cheerfully part with them as I would for one 
hundred thousand—for the end would be the 
same whether attained for one dollar or a mil- 
lion.” 

“I think you are getting on dictionary stilts, 
| Miss Arche ry” said Mrs. Carvil, who could not 
‘with her narrow mind quite comprehend the 
| drift of her apprentice’s argument. ‘“T ’spose 
| you mean to say, if your mother wanted money, 
| you'd sell your teeth to get it for her.” 

* Yes, indeed, I would,” answered Caroline, 
firmly. 
| “Then you might go and get work where 
“you could—I'd have no toothless girls about me 
to frighten people away !” 

Caroline 


} 


sighed, returned the sympathizing 
| pressure of the dark-eyed apprentice’s hand, un- 
der the table, and bending over her work, plied 
| her needle in silence. 
Vill. 
The State-house clock tolled twelve, and Dr. 
rose from his dentists’ bench where he had 
been at work several hours. 
“They are perfect. 1 have made so beautiful 
a piece of work of it that the owner herself might 
not disdain to have them re-placed, if no one an- 
swers ny advertisement.” As he spoke he held 
teeth Mrs. Whar- 
ton had lost, accurately fitted to gold plates, and 
| ready for replacing if necessary, or to supply the 
place of those that should be sacrificed by some 
hapless victim. “ They are chef d’@urres! Per- 
feet! and they must fit any 
teeth to fit Mrs. Wharton's. 


Thus enlogizing them, the 





up to hisown admiration the 





mouth that has 
Incomparable!” 
enthusiastic den- 
| tist care fully placed them upon his instrument 
| case, 

| * T wonder if any body will answer my adver- 
"Tis after twelve, 


and any one anx- 
ious todo it would have been here with the last 
stroke of the clock. But T hope no decent per- 


onin this benevolent city is so 


unk in want as 


es 
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to fly to this alternative for relief. I have fit-|/these fine teeth?” he demanded with astonish. || victim in arm-chairs in their respective rooms, 
ted the natural teeth so well to the elastic plate’ ment, after admiring them for a few moments| now prepared to go through his painful duty. 
that Mrs. Wharton will scarcely object to them. | with delighted surprise. |Having carefully measured the depth of each 
She should be here soon. Ha! There is my‘ Yes sir.” of the cavities in Mrs. Wharton’s mouth, he ir- 
bell. Pete, you vagabond, where are you? In) “I beg of you do not part with them—it were | ritated the inner surface and made a slight in- 
the street playing marbles with the penny paper | sacrilege to mar so fair an instrument—to des. | cision on the side so as to draw blood. Then, 
boys, I'll wager my eye tecth! I heard ne car- | troy the ivory columns of so beautiful a temple !| going into the room where Caroline was patient- 
riage stop!” | Are you sincere ?” ly and resolutely seated, he drew one of her teeth 

The dentist opened his door and saw before it oo“ Indeed, sir, I am.” with such skill and ease as scarcely to give her 
a graceful young woman, who fromthe plain), “I fear me cither great virtue or great avarice | pain, and returned with it into the room he had 
but neat straw cottage, green veil, and small! hath driven you to this, child !” ‘left. Here he measured it by the previously as- 
cheap shawl, as well as froma certain air of | “I beg of you, sir, tellme if my teeth are such | certained measure of the depths of the corres. 
gentility about her, he knew to be a milliner’s| as you require !” ‘ponding bed, when finding it a little too long, 
apprentice. Her veil was closely drawn over ! “They are perfect,” he said, taking those |/le clipped off the end and quickly and most 
her face, and her figure was hid beneath the) which he had set upon the gold plate, and com. | skillfully placed it in the cavity he had prepared 
folds of the shawl, but he could not fail to dis. | paring them. forit. In this manner he extracted four teeth 
cover through all that her face was youthful) ‘And will you give me twenty dollars for the | from Caroline's head, and inserted them in Mrs. 
and lovely, and that her figure was light and four front ones, sir?” she asked with trembling | Wharton’s, who under the operation suffered far 
symmetrical. Her foot and hand—for the Doc- | doubt. 








(more pain than she who had made the greater 


tor had an eye for female beauty, and hiseyes | “I will. Will you consent to have them ‘sacrifice. ‘The whole operation occupied about 
sought unconsciously these never erring signs of | drawn !” ‘twenty minutes. ‘The teeth were beautifully 


birth and well-breeding—were simall—the foot || At once.” ‘reset, and when Mrs, Wharton looked in a small 


exquisitely so. The svund of a carriage driving to the door} “iirror he placed before her, she uttered, not- 
** Walk in, Miss,” said the dentist, with native) was now heard, and the Doctor desiring Caro. || withstanding the inflammation and pain she still 
gallantry, for Dr. 





was a great admirer of} line to retire to his ante-room from observation, |, suffered, an involuntary scream of delight, 

beauty. | the next moment received Mrs. Wharton. She || ‘* Doctor, bless you! The poor girl! She did 
“Thank you, sir! but—but” was pale but no less lovely. jnet even ery out! Take this and reward her, 
‘Pray be seated, Miss—tooth ache, I suppose. “You received my note, Doctor ?” she asked |, and also give her from me, this diamond ring,” 

I will extract it in a minute!” said the dentist, after being seated. 





\ 
| 
| 
| 


ishe added, removing a brilliant from her finger, 





taking his key” and scientifically winding his| ‘I did madam. But I have, as you here see, || and placing it, with a roll of bank notes in his 
red silk handherchief about its polished shaft. fitted your teeth on plates so accurately, that! land. 

** No, sir—but’”—and the soft, musical voice | they can be replaced without difficulty, and will Bivut™ You will take no food, Mrs. Wharton, that 
trembled. look nearly as wellasbefore. Besides, you need | will require you to use your teeth, for three days, 


| 
** No tooth-ache !" repeated the Doctor, im-| not wait for the gums to heal, as I have a com. | and speak as little as you can in the mean time. 
| 


pressed by the richness of her low tones; “ that! position for filling the cavitics so that I can | It will be necessary with a preparation 1 shall 
| 


I will asseverate ; you have not the tooth-ache!) place them onat once. Lookatthem! Are they! give you, to bathe the guins repeatedly and keep 
Your voice would not be so even and musical if} not beautiful ?” 





I . 
| your mouth as much closed for a day or twoas 
| 


you had. An aching tooth in that fine toned! ‘ My poor teeth!" she said, sighing as she | possible. Be careful also of the cool air. I will 

instrument, the human voice, is like a key out glanced at them. ‘Could you find no person, | call and see you to-morrow.” 

of tune on a piano—it makes discord of the | Doctor?” | Having reecived the wash he had prepared, 

whole.” “I should prefer replacing these, madam.” Mrs. Wharton took leave of the dentist with 
** You advertised, sir, 1 believe,” said Caroline, “No. ‘The idea of false teeth, gold plates in| smiles, and he was left alone with the young and 

with a firmer tone. my mouth—I could not endure the thought. 1) uoble victim of female vanity. Mrs. Wharton 


**Ah! [ perceive. Is it possible you have} should feel as if I were made of wires aud plated!| was a sensible and pleasing woman! a kind and 
come hither from reading my advertisement?” | Is there no alternative ?” generous hearted woman! But what will not 
“* Yea, sir.” || “There isa young woman who is willing to},a beautiful woman consent to, be it ever so 


** Are you willing to lose four of your teeth ?”| lose her teeth,” said the Doctor dropping his} crucl, to preserve or restore a charm! Let those 














** Yes, sir—if—if’—— voice; “but really they are so perfect—nature |, ladics who would condemn Mrs. Wharton, with- 
** Paid well for them, you would say.” has made such a pretty piece of work of it—) hold their judgment till they have been placed 
“No, sir,” cried Caroline, carnestly ; “ I care! that I should regret to mar it.” precisely in her situation. We neither condemn 
not for that so much as” here she hesitated, |) ‘ Are they so beautiful” ‘nor defend her—for gentlemen are not fair judges 
and then added, abruptly—* lam in great need|) “As beautiful as your own were.” ina case which can never fall precisely within 
of a certain sum of moncy, sir, and will do it for|| “Were! it is indeed were. Doctor I must} their personal experiences. As to the conduct 
that.” ‘have these teeth of hers. But is she young?” || of Caroline Archer my readers can have but one 
** Name the sum !” “ Young and lovely. She is now in the next} opinion. 
“Twenty dollars.” | room.” This noble girl felt no pain—no grief at the 
**Let me sce your tecth if you please,” said!) ‘* Let me see her—no, I had rather not, on) marring of her beauty—as one by one she gave 
the Doctor, with feelings painfully touched by! second thought—I should feel so awkward in| her beantiful teeth to the fangs of the despoiling 
the emotion she in vain tried to suppress. meeting her afterwards. Does she know who! iron. She only thought of the relief she was to 
She removed her veil and showed a face so| wants her to make the sacrifice ?” jafford to her beloved moither—that for three 
very lovely, that he started back with an ex-|| ‘ No.” months longer she was securing to her a roof 
clamation of surprise. He then asked in the|) “ Do not let her. Yet, I would like to see her. 


land a home! 

| “You are a noble girl! I am sorry I have 
done this,” said the Doctor, as he returned to 
‘She is fair as the snow. Come hither. Do| her. ‘ Distress I fear has driven you to it. I 
his “* patient's chair,” he beheld the whitest and || you sce the well-turned point of that shoe and ‘| would rather have forfeited the Lady’s eustom 


her mouth. Parting with an ivory slip the lips)| me.” 


of the half-fainting yet resolute girl, as she sat in 


| 


| 

| 
most delicate and respectful manner to enamine § She may be a—but you would not deceive | 
| 


most symmetrically arranged teeth, cach one || instep, just visible within the room ?” | and the favor of her whole caste than have done 
: a | o.°2 re 

perfect in itself, he had ever met with—not ¢ ven | “J do. Sheis a young lady!” | this wicked thing! Why did you not ask me for 

excepting Mrs. Wharton's. } “Such a toot can belong to none other.” money? IT would rather have given one hundred 


“Are you in earnest in wishing to part with The Dentist having placed his patient and her} dollars than had this done! — But it is too late 
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1x. | 

Mrs. Wharton drove home, and with pleasure | 
exhibited her restored teeth to her delighted hus- | 
band and brother Frank; but without telling | 
them they had been an hour before in the head 


now to lament. But then you are such a noble 
girl! Some lofty and honest purpose had strength. 
ened your spirit or you could never have borne 
pain as you have done. I must now repair, to 
the best of my power, the devastation I have 
made.” of a young girl. Percy she knew would be dis. 
pleased, while she feared Frank’s satire. So she | 
kept her own sceret, and left upon their minds) 
the best impression of Dr. *s skill. 


Frank soon after took his hat, stick and gloves, 





The blood soon ceased flowing and in a few 
minutes the inflammation becaine so far reduced \ 
that he took up the pairs of teeth he had fitted ! 
to the plate and asked her if he should pat them || 
in their place. 





i to go to the Gazette office to see if he could hear 

! any thing of his pocket-book which he had drop- 

I will first fix these teeth | ped in returning from the six o’clock New-York 
H boat to which he 
friends off. 

She glanced into it, | 


** Will you give me the mirror sir?” 
** Not now, child. 


” 
. 


in had been to see a party of 
** Now if you please, sir.” 


dle gave her the glass. ** You will scarcely recover it, Frank,” said 


witnessed her disfigurement, and, like a true || Perey as he was going out, * and you deserve | 


hearted woman as she was, burst into tears.— | to lose it for carrying so large a sum about you 

‘They were soon dried up; and when a few min. daily. No gentleman when he is at home, should 
. . i! . . 

utes afterwards the dentist again handed her the | make a practice of keeping more than twenty 





mirror, she sprung to her feet with delight, no 
less great than Mrs. Wharton had shown.— 
“They are like my own !” 

“They are indeed,” said the dentist, viewing 
the effect of his skill with gratification; * I hope 
they will supply their place. ‘They will feel un- 
comfortably a day or two, but you will soon be- 
come accustomed to them. Now, Miss, you 
Here are one hundred 
dollars, the sum which the lady gave me for you 
as she had promised to do. 


desired twenty dollars. 


Here also is a ring 
worth as much more, which she took from her 
finger, and desired me to give you in token of 
her gratitude.” 


Caroline tuok the rng and the money, searce- | 


ly believing the reality ef what she heard. Then 
clasping together her hands, she sent up a silent 
offering of thanksgiving to Him who had given 
her the virtue and courage to make the sacrifice 
of that natural female vanity common to all the 
young and lovely of her sex. 


“She is young, she is beautiful, and she is | 


, 


pious,” soliloquized Dr. 





, as he listened to 
her light footstep on the last stair as she retired. 
“LT wish she had told me her history! She is a 
noble girl, I must find her ont! What a lovely 
wife she would make! [ must know who she is. 
She is in humble life, and she is very poor— 
doubtless in pressing misery, or she would hardly 
Pete!” 


“Phir!” cried the woolly-pated African lad, 


have made the sacrifice she has to-day. 


about fourteen years old, popping his head inte | 


the door and yrianing from ear to ear, witha half- 
smothered laugh he had brought in from the 
street, 

“You are here, are you, you scamp-grace ? 
Did vou see that young woman go out !” 

* Yeth thir.” 

** Follow, and see where she goes in, and bring 
me the name and number of the house, 
play by the way, I'll thrash you.” 

** Voth thir.” 

**T will find her, and if she 


Ii you 


be 


respectable, be 
she poor as a parish priest’s cow, I'll marry her 
if she'll have me.” 
} 


i Dr. — 


eigar, he gave himeelf up to a train of delightful 
hymenial visions, which, like ‘ the baseless fab- 


’ 


Thus med'tatec ; and, lighting his 


ric” of most bachelors’ dreams, were destined, 


alas! to leave “‘ no wreck behind.” 


| dollars in his pocket book at a time.” 
H **] care more about the miniature on it for 


| which alone 1 bought it in Paris, faneying it re- |) 
, 


But what 
‘| makes it more valuable is that I have within a 


‘| sembled a school girl I used to know. 


day or two seen a charming creature in a milli- 
‘| ner's store in Walnut-street, that is the perfect 
‘| resemblance of it. I wouldn't have lost it for 
the value of the notes in it.” 
*“ Tlave a care, Frank. 


grizettes are the most dangerous in the world.” 


These Philadelphia 


* She is perfectly lovely, Perey. A small white 


| ‘Here it is, sir. My sister found it in Wal. 
nut-street, this morning.” 


| 
;¢€ 


With these words, the boy took from his pock- 
tasnowy cambrie handkerehief, and unfolding 
it delivered to him his pocket-book. The name 
‘of * Caroline Archer” prettily written on one 
corner of the handkerchief caught his eye before 
it was returned to his pocket. 

* Will you see if the contents are safe, sir?” 


| hardly remember what sum was init,” said Frank, 


“It's of no consequence, my geod boy. 


opening it, and just glancing at the notes. 
“There were three hundred and seventy-five 
dollars in it when it was found, sir.” 
**L now remember that was the amount. Come 
into the hall, and [ will count it to gratify you.” 
{Te found it correct, and taking the seventy- 


five dollars, presented it to the boy. 


‘* No, I thank you, sir.” 
“Itis yours. ‘Take it my lad.” 

| “DT have only returned your pocket-book, sir. 
I have merited no reward.” 

“If you will not take it, you have no right to 
‘refuse it for your sister. ‘Take this one hundred 
dollar bill, and tell her the owner of the pocket- 
It will 


purchase her wedding ornaments one of these 


book presents it to her for her integrity. 


days. She must be a nice little girl. Ilow mach 


younger than you is she ?” 


“She is older, sir. I am fifteen and she is 
seventeen,” he replied, receiving the note. 


“Ah! What is your name ? 





| cloquent with expression and purity of soul that—” 
* You fellin love with her.” 

Her wonderful 
i likeness to my miniature first struck me.” 


| 


! - > 
| ous of danger both to herself and you. 


“I have, I positively believe. 





* Your earnest manner brother Frank, is omin- 
Do not 
| pursue the aequaintance—it can only end in her 
{| ruin and your own dishonor.” 

| “ By heaven, Perey! you wrong my motives. 


\L tell you she is divinely beautiful, and so pure 


| 

‘that an impure thought cannot live in her pre- 
lisence.’ 
| 


| “You are in love, Prank, and very romantic 


’ 


withal. I hope nothing worse than romance will 
}come oft it. 
fair girlasa wife for you. 
| 


: 


It’s time you were 


” 
A. 


married, Fran 
| J} mean to be one of these days—I wonder 
who this lovely milliner can be!” 

* Danghter of some honest tradesman, like 


” 


enough, perhaps, your boot-makers micce !’ an- 


swered Perey, with playful but severe irony. 


Frank colored, bit his lip, and hastily deseen- 


he As he 


‘ded from t 


reac! 


drawing room to the hall. 


on opening it, he saw a handsome little lam 


| boy, witha pale face, but dark eyes, full of intel 


leet and inte lligenee, Ile was at once interest 
ji, ed in his appearance. 
| Who do you wish to see, my little lad?" he 


inquired, in a genth 
“Mr. Francis Astley.” 


’ 


fone. 


“Tam he.’ 


** Did you lose a pocke t-book, s 
“I did.” 


} 
* A grecn one ?” 
ee A green one with a miniature init.’ 


hand, like a high-bred girl, and an eye and lip so) 


Emma will have to pick out some | 


iced the door, the strect bell was rung, and} 


*Tlenry Archer” 

** Where do you live?” 
* In —— alley.” 
‘Hom! Well, IT must « 


my fine lad. 


] 


lo something for you, 


| 
| 
| 


Come and see me this time on 


Monday. Why do you linger? Would you ask 


‘ 
peo 


me any question ! 
“PT would rather have my sister’s miniature, 


sir, than the money.” 
** Your sister’s mmiature !”" 
** Yes, sir—in the pocket-book. 


the 


I will gladly 


return you hundred dollars for it, if you 


please sir.” 
} 


* Is this a likeness of your sister who found it.” 


“Yes, sir. And ma wonders how you came 


to have it. She hopes, and so do IT, sir, that 


there’s nothing wrong about it.” 


* Nothing wrong, my lad. Is your sistera 
£ : 3 


jinilliner’s apprentice ?” 
* Yes, sir, in Walnut-street.” 


“The very same!’ exclaimed Frank, half 


audibly. 
ay Sir ” 


le 


I will 


ipicture one of these days, perhaps. 


** Nothing, my lad. t you have thie 
Her name 
is Caroline Archer, is it?” 

*¢ Yea, sir.”” 
“That willdo. Don’t forget to come to mi 
on Monday.” 

With these words, Francis Astley accompa 
nied the lad to the door, and let him out. 

“Well, this is extraordinary. Fortune is en 


tang 


ling the thread of my lite with this pretty 
Well, there’s 


And with this conclusive reasoning, he 


milliner, it is plain. no resisting 


fate.”’ 
saibed forth to lounge down Chesnut-street. 


xX. 


One forenoon a fow wecks after the events just 











RURAL REPOSITORY. 


197 





related, a young girl wae seated in the elegant 
working room of Mrs. Wharton, at No. — Girard 
Place. Mrs. Wharton had some gala dress to 
be cut and fitted, and being a little indisposed, 
sent to Mrs. Carvil for her * best hand.” Caro. 
line Archer was sent. When she reached the 
door, and recognized the number, she remember- 
ed that it was the same that was in the pocket. 
book. She hesitated to enter, lest she should 
encounter young Astley, whom she had not seen 
since the day before she had found it. But she 
was not mistress of her own will, and ringing 
the bell was admitted. In the interval between 
the time of the foregoing chapter and the present, 


Caroline's domestic happiness had much in- 


creased, by means of the costly price she had | 


paid to secure it. Her mother’s health was im- 


proving, and she had numerous little comforts of 


which she was before destitute. A private school. 
teacher of great eclebrity had also written her 
a note, saying that arrangements for three years 
tuition of her eldest son had been made with him 
by a young gentleman, and that his scat and 
place in his classes were waiting for him. ‘This 
was gladly and gratefully accepted by the moth- 
er. Caroline still continued, however, at Mrs. 
Carvil’s, but returning prosperity and hope had 
restored to her cheek its bloom, and to her eye 
its brillianey, and to her lip its smile. So well 
had Dr. done his part, that no one, save 
himself and her mother, was pdssessed of her 
secret. 

She had cut and fitted the waist of the ball 
dress, upon which she was at work, and it being 





anew and showy fashion, Mrs. Wharton wished 
to have Percy’s opinion of it, aware that in female 
dress gentlemen have unerring taste. She sent 
to the library for him. 

“What do you think of it, Perey?” she inqui- 
red, after showing him how finely it fitted her 
magnificent bust. “Is it nota rich pattern, and 
of a superb fashion ?” 

* T know not which most to admire, the per. 
fection of the fit or the skill of the artiste,” he 
said, looking with admiration at the beautiful 
milliner. ‘* This must be Frank's inamorata, for 
she is just sucha divine creature as he described,” 


he added to himself. ** I will soon learn.” 


* You may go now, Perey, I don’t want you | 


any longer,” said the bride with a meaning smile, 
observing his admiration of the maiden. 

* T want Frank to see your dress—he has per. 
feet taste in such matters,” replied Perey, catch. 
ing her eye and laughing, as he showed that he 
understood her ruse. ‘ He is in the library, 
poring over Ovid's Artof Love. I will have him 
here in a moment.” 

** Don’t bring Frank here!’ she said, glancing 
at Caroline. 

** He must come.” 


When Frank entered the room, Caroline, with 


a throbbing bosom, instinctively shrank within 


the window recess, her services not being imme- 
diately in requisition. 

+A superb fit sis,” said Frank, * but let me 
tell you it is the east in the world a little too low 
in the—neck—I mean bosom.” 

** Not a bit, as the fashion is.” 

“If it were the fashion to—but I'm mum. 
new teeth? 


Flow are your Do you believe me, 


!T think they are more beautiful than those you 
lost!" 

* Sh! brother!” and Mrs. Wharton directed | 
her glance warningly towards the recess. 

But Caroline heard every word the young gen. | 
tleman had uttered. With an involuntary ex-| 
clamation she turned from the window, and was_ 
gazing, when he looked, with surprise and curiosity 
upon Mrs. Wharton. 

** Caroline Archer !” 


} 





Caroline was overwhelmed with confusion at! 

the recognition and his ardent exclamation. 
“ T knew it,” exclaimed Percy, half-aloud. 
“ Do you know her, Frank?’ asked Mrs. | 

Wharton, suspicionsly. 

| Lock there!” he answered. And opening his | 

pocket-book he displayed the miniature within. | 





“T do. Itis perfect.” 
“It is only through this likeness I know her 
then, sister.” 


**Do you remember when I bought this in Paris a 
| 
| 


At this instant the door bell rung, and the next 
moment Dr. 





, the dentist, entered the room. 


“ T called as I was passing, Madam, to see | 
how—what—my noble little heroine here !” 
asked Mrs. 

Wharton, with surprise. 
| “ Pray let me look at your teeth, Miss,” ericd 
the Doctor, without replying to her question, and | 


** Do you know her too, Doctor ”” 


| 


walking directly up to Caroline—* I have wish- 
,ed a hundred times to see how they answered the 
| purpose.” | 

Caroline retreated in embarrassment, and felt 
as if she should sink upon the ground. 

* Do not be alarmed !—yon were courageous 
enough a few weeks ago.—Well, Mrs. Wharton, | 
so you have found her out and taken her as a 
protege.” 


* Found who out! Pray explain, Doctor?” 


* Why my brave, beautiful heroine !” 
o” 


** Whom do you mean ? 


“Why the pretty ‘ advertisement girl,’ as I 


call her.” 
Mrs. Wharton turned pale. 


You do not mean to say that—that”—and the || 


lady finished her sentence by a look dirceted to. 
wards Caroline. 

« That she is the young person who—” 

** No more, Doctor—I beg of you to be silent,” 
she cried imploringty, sinking upon an ottoman 
near her. 


“ Pray, what is this mystery, Doctor?” deman- 
ded the astonished Perey. 
|  T see L have been led into a sad blunder by 
But it 


explain than leave things in mystery. 


is better to 
This is 


ithe young woman who sacrificed her front teeth 


: a i " « . 
itaking things for granted. 


‘to supply the loss of your lady's.” 

“ Emily, is this so?” demanded Perey, with 
indignant reproof. ‘ Were not those manufac. 
tured teeth you obtained from Dr. ——?” 

** No, Perey,” she answered, hiding her face 
in her hand. 

* Good God! 


bribe a young creature like this to make sne 


have you had the ernelty to 
1 


na 


sacrifice to your vanitv! Alas, my dear Emma! 


vou have fallen, fallen far in my estimation ! 


| . 
| ‘ Forgive me, Perey!” she cried, throwing 


herself upon his shoulder—* Tconfess my error— 


I have not been happy since 


\ been permitted to grow out of this evil. 
) 
does not exculpate you.” 


| 


* First make all the reparation in your power 
to this young creature, whom nothing but dire 
necessity could have driven to make such a sac- 


| rifice ; and of this necessity the bride of Perey 
| Wharton has taken advantage.” 


Mrs. Wharton burst into tears. 

“ Nay, sir—pardon her!” cried Caroline, with 
generous feeling forthe contrition of the unhappy 
lady.—** The sacrifice I made was voluntary on 
my part, and with Ueaven’s blessing was the 
means of saving a beloved mother from misery, 
land making a destitute family happy.” 

“And did you make such a sacrifice, noble 
girl, for a mother?” 


““ Indeed, sir, we were very, very much dis- 
tressed—and if Providence had not opened this 
way ofreliefto us, we should have been houseless 
wanderers of the streets.” 





| “ Emma, I forgive you, inasmuch as good has 
Yet it 
| With great delicacy and tact Perey Wharton 
then drew from the blushing girl her whole story, 
‘save that part that transpired in the dentist's 
,room, which Doctor 





related with touching 

Francis Astley also on his part re- 
lated the loss and recovery of his pocket-book, 
,and inereased the admiration of Perey and his 
wife to the highest pitch. When the tale was 


eloquence, 


ended, he asked if her father’s name was not 


Henry Archer, formerly an importer in Front 
' street ? 


** Tt was, sir,” answered Caroline. 
* Then he did my father when he was a young 
It shall be 
my pleasing duty to repay it to his child. 


man a great and important service. 


Give 


/me your mother’s address, and I will call on her 


| early to-morrow.” 


*“ And permit me to say Miss Archer,” added 
Mrs. Wharton, approaching her and taking her 


v hand, * that I shall insist on taking you hence. 


forth under my protection, and from this moment 
request you will make my house your home, and 
look upon me as a sister.” 

** You are a noble ercature, Emily, when you 
let your heart take the lead of your head,” said 


her husband, kissing her. ‘ You have my con- 


| sent to whatever you will.” 


“And if my good brother will give me his 
consent—and my generous sister will transfer 
also her proffered protection of this gentle girl,” 
said Francis Astley, advancing and taking Caro- 
line’s remaining hand, “ I will with her sweet 
consent, cheerfully give my hand where weeks 
since I gave my heart.” 

Ife bent gracefully over the fair hand as he 
spoke, and imprinted upon it an ardent kiss. 
Caroline, overwhelmed with the sudden and un- 
expected crowding in of events, and with her full 
heart gushing joy at this reward of her long and 
silently cherished love for the handsome stranger 
of the gloves, stood with drooping eyelids, blush- 
ing like a peony, while her young bosom tamul.- 
tuonsly heaved as if it would burst its confine- 
ment. 

* * + ¥ * * 

It is two months since Caroline Archer left the 
Mrs. 
where she had been fifteen months; her betroth- 
Mr. 


boarding school of —, Chesnut street, 


Frank Astley, being too im. 


} ' ' ’ 
ea nusband, 
' 


= 
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ay 
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patient to be marricd and sport his lovely wife at | 
the Springs this season, to wait the three years, 


he had promised Percy. ‘Therefore, yesterday 
there appeared in the Gazette the following notice 
under the Hymeneal head: 


|. George proved himsclf to be, and that a son 


“ Married this morning at cight o'clock, en 
costume des voyage, Francis Astley, Esq. of this 


city, to Miss Caroline Archer, daughter of the | 


late Henry Archer, Esq. The happy pair started 
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GEORGE AND HIS MOTHER. 
Tuatra mother should love such a son as. 





should love such a mother, as Mrs. Washington 
certainly was, is not at all surprising. From his 
earlicst days, she had exerted her whole influence 
toembue him with a love of * whatever was 


immediately for Saratoga via New-York. There | lovely and of good report,” and her exertions had | 


is an on dit that some more than ordinary romance | not been in vain. 


How well he repaid her for 


d’amour was the foundation of this union of the her kind care may be seen in the following story. | 


parties.” 
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For the Rural Repository. 
SPRING. 


We greet the return of another Spring with 
merry hearts. ‘The passing wind has already 
sung the last requiem of icy Winter ; its chilling 
frosts have left us, we feel its withering touch no 
more ; its pleasures and its pastimes are gone, 
and the vernal beauties of a lovelier scason are 
spread around us. The fanning breeze comes 
to refresh us with its coolness—the sweet per- 
fame of other climes regales with its odor, and 
the mellow voice of delighted nature charms 
with its chorus. The murmuring stream is 
released from its icy fetters—the frozen germ 
long concealed in the bud or buried in the root, 
now warms in the sunbeam, expands in the 
biossom, and blooms in the opening flower. The 
fields which Autumnal winds made dreary, and 
the forest which Winter stripped of its foliage 
and rendered desolate, again teem with life ; 
and youthful beauty sparkles in the twilight of 
the infani season. 

We are cheered by the light of morning, glad- 
dened by the heat of noon, and delighted with 
the serenity of evening. Even the lark, the 
nightingale and mountain thrush retune their 
voice of melody ; nature sings cheerfully through 
all her works; variety unfolds its pleasing colors 
and displays a thousand mystcries ; every plant 
“hath found a tongue,” and every flower pre- 
sents a charm. 

"Tis true, that volatile showers descend, and 
fiery lightning flashes with terrific glare, while 
attendant thunder follows in its train; but every 
shower refreshes the garden of nature, every 
flash of lightning purifies the heated air, and 
every peal of thunder speaks of an over-ruling 
Providence, telling us the danger is over. Then 


shines the bow of promise on the clouds of 


heaven, re-animated creation wears a_ lovely 
appearance, and the beauties of the Spring 
season cheer and invigorate our feelings. 

Go where we will, view what we please, every 
thing that we behold apparently smiles with 
gladness at the morning of another year, and 
even the name of Spring, delightful to the car 
and pleasing to the imagination, gives animation 
to our thoughts and reminds us of the continued 
goodness of the Creator. B. M. G. 

Cazenovia, May 7, 1841. 


** My lad, are you a mail boy 2” “ Whoy yes. 
Ye don’t ‘spose I'se a female boy, does ye 7” 


1] 
\] 


When about fourteen years of age, he became r 
strongly inclined to go to sea, with a view of en. | 


listing in the service of ** the mother country,” at 


that time engaged in a war with France and 
Spain. 

It was surprising that a youth so young, and , 
who had been abroad so little, should have had 
the moral courage to quit country and friends, 
on a purpose so full of danger. 
He was resolved to go. Preparation had been 
made. <A midshipman’s birth had been procured 
for him on board a British man-of-war, then lying | 
in sight of his mother’s house ; and even his trunk 
was ready to go on board. 

When the precise time had arrived, that he 


But, so it was. 


was to go, he passed into the sitting room of his 
mother, to take his leave of her. 
ted and in tears. 


She was sea- 


H[e approached her, and putting his arms 
about her neck, affectionately kissed her. He. 
was about to bid her farewell, but he hesitated. 
fer affection and affliction unmanned him. He 
was young and ambitious; and at that carly day 
the spirit of patriotism, which so nobly character- 
ized him in after life, in respect to his pride and 
ambition, he relinquished his purpose, and staid 


to comfort her who gave him birth. 


It was a noble self denial. And in the now 
more than forty years, that the writer of this has 
been upon the stage, and watched the course of 
human events, he can bear his testimony to the 
uniform prosperity of such as have honored 
father and mother. ‘There is a promise recorded 
in favor of filial piety, and a God, who never 
forgets it, and never fails to fulfil it. 

The boat which 
was conveying officers and men and baggage from 
At 
length she returned on shore for the last time. 
A signal flag was hoisted to denote that all was 


ready. 


But iny story is unfinished. 


the shore to the ship, continued to ply. 


George was standing, viewing the movements. 
Several of his companions now entered the boat, 
which presently was urged towards the ship by 
several lusty oarsmen. 

As they approached her, the signal gun for sail- 
ing was fired. ‘The flash followed by the report 
were noticed by George, soon after which the 
sails rose majestically one after another. 


George could no longer bear the sight with, 


calmness, but turned away, and entered the room 


} 


1] 


where his mother was sitting. 


She observed the grief which sat upon his) 
countenance ; upon which she said * I fear, my} 
son, that you have repented your determination 


to stay at home, and make me happy.” 


. | 
“* My dear mother,” he replied, at the same! 
time placing his arms about her neck, and giving 


r 


vent to his feelings with a gush of tears, I did 
strongly wish to go; but I could not endure 
being on board the ship, and know that you 
were unhappy.” 

* Well, my dear boy,” said Mrs. W. return. 
ing hisembrace, ** I deeply feel your tenderness 
towards your mother, and trust that God will not 
let your filial affection go unrewarded.”—Anec- 
dotes of Washington. 





ANECDOTE OF WEBSTER. 

Tur talent of the New Englanders in bargain. 
making is proverbial in America, and the inhabi- 
tants of the little barren island of Nantucket, if 
we were to judge from the following anecdote, 
would seem to carry off the palm from all others 
in this accomplishment. One of the party at 
table, alluding to an illustration of this charac- 
teristic of the Nantucket population, which, 
according to Sam Slick, had occurred in the 
professional practice of Mr. Webster, asked him 
if it was true. He said it was essentially correct, 
and proceeded to state the real incidents as 
follows: A Nantucket client had asked him to 
go to that island to plead a cause for him. Mr. 
Webster, after mentioning the distance, the loss 
of time, and the interruption to his other prac. 
tice, said that he could nut go unless he received 


a fee of a thousand dollars. ‘The client objected 


| to paying so large a sum for pleading one case. 


Mr. Webster replied that the fatigue and loss of 
time in traveling to Nantucket, and remaining 
there probably during the whole circuit, amounted 
to as great a sacrifice on his part as if he pleaded 
* Well, then,’ said 
the client, ‘come, and I will pay you the thou. 
sand dollars : 


in every cause on the roll. 


but you shall be at my disposal for 
the whole sittings, and I shall let you out if I 
can.” Mr. Webster went, and was sub-let by 
his client, who drew the fees to relieve his own 
loss. Judge Story, who was present, remarked 
that he had often heard the anecdote mentioned, 
but never before heard it authenticated. 

He added—the current report proceeds to tell 
that your client let you for eleven hundred dol- 
lars, saved his own pocket entirely, and gained 
Mr. Webster 


stated with great good humor that as his client 


ten per cent on his speculation. 


had not reported the amount of the sub-fees 
which he drew, he could not tell whether this 
statement was correct or not. Sam Slick’s report 


of this occurrence is not entirely accurate.— 


| Combes’ Notes on North America. 


KINDNESS BETTER THAN FORCE, 


‘Tux following anecdote, which was related by 


| Dr. Cooley at a Common School Convention in 


Hampden County, strikingly illustrates the force 
of the principle of kindness. 

“* Many years ago, a man went into a district, 
to keep school, and, before he had been there a 
week, many persons came to see him, and kindly 
told him that there was one boy in the school 
whom it was necessary to whip every day; lead. 
ing him to infer such was the custom of the 
school, and that the inference of injustice towards 
the boy would be drawn, whenever he should 
' The teacher 

He treated 
At 


escape, not when he should suffer. 
saw the affair in a different light. 
the boy with signal kindness and aitention. 
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first, ‘this new y novel course soemed to bewilder' 
him. He could not divine its meaning. But, 
when the persevering kindness of the teacher! 
begot a kindred sentiment of kindness in the | 
pupil, his very nature seemed transformed. Old, 
impulses diced. A new creation of motives sup- | 
plied their place. Never was there a more dili. | 
gent, obedient and successful pupil; and now, 
said the reverend gentleman, in concluding his| 
narrative, that boy is the Chief Justice of a neigh-| 
boring State.” The relator of this story, though | 
he modestly kept back the fact, was himself the 
actor. If the Romans justly bestowed a civic 
crown upon a soldier who had saved the life of a 
fellow-soldier in battle, what honors are too great) 
for a teacher who has thus rescued a child from_ 
ruin? 





YANKEE MODE OF TESTING COURAGE. 

Ir is well known that in the time of the old 
French war much jealousy existed between the | 
British and provincial officers. A British Major 
deeming himself insulted by General (then cap.’ 
tain) Putnam, senthimachallenge. Putnam, in- 
stead of giving him a direct answer, requested | 
the pleasure of a personal interview with the 
Major. He came to Putnam’s tent, and found 
him seated on a small keg, quictly smoking his 
pipe, and demanded what communication, if any, | 
Putnam had to make. “ What, you know,” said 


Putnam, “ I'm but a poor miserable Yankee, that | 


never fired a pistol in my life, and you must per- 
ceive that if we fire with pistols you have an 
undue advantage of me. Here are two powder 
kegs, I have bored a hole, and inserted a slow, 
match in each. 
yourself there, I will light the matches, and he 
who dares to sit the longest without squirming 
shall be called the bravest fellow.” The tent 
was full of officers and men, who were heartily. 
tickled with the strange device of the “ old wolf,” 
and compelled the major by laughter and exor- 
tation to squat. The signal was given, and the 
matches lighted. Putnam continued smoking, | 
quite indifferently, without watching at all the 
progressive diminution of the matches—but the 
British officer, though a brave fellow, could not 
help casting longing and lingering looks down- 
wards, and his terrors increased as the length of 
the match diminished. The spectators withdrew, 
one by one, to get out of the expected explosion. 
At length, the fire was within an inch of the keg, 
the Major unable to endure longer, jumped up, 
and drawing out the match, cried out, ** Putnam, 
this is willful murder; draw out your match, 
I yield.” My dear fellow,” cried Putnam, 
“don’t be in such a hurry, they’re nothing but 
kegs of onions!” ‘The Major was suddenly mis- 
sing, having sneaked off. 


A SCENE IN COURT. 

I cant. upon you,” said the counsellor, * to 
state distinctly upon what authority you are pre. 
pared to swear to the mare’s age?” ** Upon what 
authority?” said the ostler, interrogatively : 
“You are to reply, and not repeat the question 
put to you.” * I dosn't consider a man’s bound 
to answer a question afore he’s time to turn it in 
his mind.” ‘ Nothing can be more simple, sir, 


than the question put. I agam repeat it. Upon 


If you will be so good as to seat i 


what authority do you swear to the animal's age ?” 
“ The best authority,” responded he gruffly. 





once?” ‘ Well, then, if you must have it”— 


you must and will have it,” rejoined the ostler, | 
myself from the mare’s own mouth.” A simul. || 


The Judge on the bench could with difficulty | 
‘confine his risible muscles to judical decorum. 








REFORMATION. | 
Tur following pithy story contains an apt il- 
lustration of the important truth, that reforma- | 


\| tion, to be lasting, must begin in the heart, and )) 


that efforts fur the conversion of men, are, in) 
the end, the most effectual means of cradicating | 


sermon addressed to a fashionable audience, at- | 
tacked their pride and extravagance as seen in| 
the evening, talking with the older minister for ! 
whom he preached, * Father D.” said he, “ why | 
do you not preach against the pride and vanity 
of this people for dressing so extravagantly ?” 
“Ah! my son,” said Father D. * while you are 
trimming off the top and branches of the tree, 1 





am endeavoring to cut it up by the roots and | 


then the whole top will die of itself.” 





A BRAVE IRISHMAN, 


An Irishman who was a soldier of the Revo- | 





} 


|lution, was suddenly stopped near Boston by a 
party, during a dark night; a horseman’s pistol 
| was presented to his breast, and he was asked to_ 
|which side he belonged. ‘The supposition that it 
might be a British party, rendered his situation 
extremely critical. He replied, “* I think it would 


| be more in the way of civility, just to drop a hint | 


'which side you are pleased to favor.” ‘ No,” 
testily said the first speaker; ‘* declare your sen- 
| time nts or die!” ‘Then I will not die with a_ 
‘lie in my mouth—American to extremity! Do) 
your worst you spalpeen !” 


The officer replied, 
“We are your friends; and I rejoice to meet 
with a man so faithful to the cause of his coun- 
try.” 


—_— 
| Conversation In A Booxstore.—Enter gentle- | 
_man, leading a boy. “ Pray, sir, have you 
Mitchell's Geography?” ‘The Bookseller takes | 
‘one from the shelfand hands it to him. ‘“ Here ‘5 | 
my son, is this the kind you want?” “ Yes, | 
/papa!’ “ Well, run quick to school, or the com. | 
mittee will change the books again before you get | 


, there!” 


! 
— } 
} 
} 
| 


PoLITENESS ON ALL occasions.—Ata wedding | 
recently, which took place at the altar, when the | | 





officiating priest put to the lady the home ques- 
tion: * Wilt thou have this man to be thy we vd. | 





i] 


and with a modesty which lent her beauty an} 


ded busband ?” she dropped the prettiest courtesy, 
additional grace, replied, * If you please, sir.” || 
| 

] 

Nor Bapn.—A lady's dress accidentally caught 


fire in one of the Philadelphia railway cars the 
other day, and on being told of it by one of the 


“ Must! I will have it,” voiciferated the coun- 1 
scllor, interrupting the witness. ‘* Well then, if| 


with imperturable gravity, “ why, then, I had it) 1.09; G. W. Bethel, Vt $1,00; A. B.S. West Fairlee, 


individual sins. A young minister once, in a || 


I 
| 


their dresses, ribbons, raffles, jewels, &c. In) 


eteeetaeeetaaee 





| conetora, she very coolly replied that ** she 
bag quite delighted at the idea of catching a 
“ Then why such evasion? Why not state it at 


spark.” 





Letters Containing Remittances, 


Received at this Office, ending Wednesday last, deducting 
the amount of Postage paid. 


E. H. non Hamilton, N. Y. $1,00; G. F. H. Oran, N. Y. 
Vet ie, W.L Manhasset, N. ¥. $0,874; H. G. Terrys- 


" || ville, Ct. $1,00; R. G. Grangerville, N. ¥. $} 00; P. A. 
tancous burst of laughter rang through the Court. || South Lee, Ms. $1,00; W. HB j 


It N.S. Nassau, N. Y. $1,00; E. Ts Cairo, N. ¥. €1,00; 


Rochester, N. Y. $1,00; 


L. B. M. Corning, N. Y. 80,314; N. B.C. Harmony, N. Y. 
‘gh, om M. I. Warsaw, N. Y. $1,00; C. A. R. Gouverneur, 
. $1,00; H. P. Palensville, N. Y. $1,00; F. P. E. 
| Content Vt. '$1,00; H. C. Barre, Vt. $1.00: F. F. Nan- 
tucket, Ms. $1,00; C. P. Poughkeepsie, N. Y. $1,00. 





I7 Notice to Agents. sy 


PLEASE to ascertain how many of the present Sub- 
| Scribers wish to take the next Volume, and also endeavor 
ito procure us some vew ones, as it bas been a general rule 

with us not to send the paper, after the subscription 
expires, unless ordered again. 

POST MASTERS are authorized by the Post Master 
General, to send money fur any person in a letter to pay 
the subscription for a paper, free of expense. 





i Cheap Reading!!! 

We have on hand some Volumes of the Rural Reposi- 
tory, of the First Series, of a smatier size, which we will 
dispose of, unbound, as follows, viz: the 3d, Sth, 6th, Sth, 
and 9th volumes tor $3,00. Wealso have a few of the 
4th and 7th volumes, and those who will take the whole 
seven can have them for $4,50; the 4th and 7th volumes 


| will not be sold separately at less than $1,00each. All the 
| volumes are unconnected, and all but the 3d and 4th have 


copper, lithographic or wood engravings in them, and con- 
tain matter as interesting as those of the present size. 

The New Series, of the present size, we will dispose of, 
unbound, as follows, viz: the Ith, 12th, 13th, lth, and 
17th volumes for $4,00. We also have a few of the 10th, 
Mth, and 15th volumes, and those wishing to obtain the 
whole eight can have them at $1,00 each, as we have not 
any of them to sell separately. Those wishing only the 
lith, 2th, and 13th volumes, can bave them for $2,00. 


_ The 16th and 17th volumes will not be sold separately at 


less than $1,00 each, but will be put in with the next or 
Ieth volume, if requested, at the rates stated in the pros 


‘ pectus of that volume. 





PAarcrcied, 


In this city, on the 12th inst. by his Honor the Mayor, 
Mr. OSCAR DORNIN, of New-York, to Miss ELIZA 
BETH ANN, daughter of Capt. Georce B. Corrin, of 
this city. 

Let health, peace and prosperity attend this pair, 
Who of the * good things” sent us a full share. 

In Claverack, on the 22d ult. by the Rev. Mr. Fisher, 
Mr. George A. Parks to Miss Ann Eliza Sharp, both of 
that place. 

At Ghent, on the 4th inst. by the Rev. Peter 8. Wynkoop, 
Rev. George H. Fisher, Pastor of the Retormed Dutch 
Church in Hudson, to Mrs. Catharine Van Buren, of the 


|| former place, daughter of the late John C. Hogeboom, Esq 


At the same place, on the 6th inst. by the same, Mr. 
Harmon Sagendorph, of Claverack, to Miss Catharine, 
daughter of Mr. Join H. Kittle, of Ghent. 

At Claverack, on the 20th ult. by the Rev. R. Sluyter, 


| Mr. Alfred Hermance to Miss Mary Amelia Chapman, all 
|| of the above place. 


At the same place, on the 13th inst. by the same, Mr. 
Martin Ham, of Hudson, to Miss Rebecca Miller, of the 
former place. 

At the same place, on the 15th inst. by the same, Mr. 
Isaac Person, of Austerlitz, to Miss Laura Pelton, ot 
Hillsdale. 

At Brownville, Jefferson Co. on the 4th inst. by the Rev. 
Ferdinand Rogers, Mr. James McCredie, Jr. of Buttalo, to 
Miss Caroline M. daughter of Mr. Charles G. Iris, of the 


}| same place, 





Dicd, 

In this city, on the &th inst. George, son of Dr. George 
Walker, in the 4th year of his age. 

On the 15th inst. Ann Eliza, daughterof John and Lydia 
Crissey, in the 19th year of her age. 

On the 17th inst. Harriet Eliza, daugliter of Alanson and 
| Lucy Wagoner, in her 5th year. 

On the Lith inst. Mr. Gilbert Bullock, in bis 28th year 

On the 18th inst. Charlotte, daugiter of Mr. Hale 
| Stevens, in the Sd year of her age. 

In Ghent, on the 16th inst. Edward, son of Riley and 
Amelia Bebee, aged about 7 vears 

In Claverack, on the Ist inst. Mr. John MeElwain, in 
the 35th year of his age. 

In Chatham 4 Corners, on the 30th ult. Mr. Seth H 


|| Noyse, aged 36 years. 


At New-York, on the Lith inst. Thomas R. son of 
Richard and Charlotte Wawne, in the 2d year of bis age 
At New York, on the 12th inst. Mrs. Helen Story, in the 


, 63d year of her age 
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For the Rural Repository. 
TWILIGHT MUSINGS. 
BY EMILLIE, 


Ou, itis sweet at the dim twilight hour, 


When pensive thoughts are o’er the spirit stealing, 


And Memory lingers with her magic power, 


O’er by-gone days, and hallowed scenes revealing. | 


To muse awhile o’er hopes forever fled, 
Each treasured dream of early youth recalling, 
The friends we loved, the living—and the dead, 


Come in their time-hushed beauty, soul-enthral- | 


ling. 


Their gentle forms, and silvery voices, come 
With strange distinctness o’er the visioned mind, 
Linked sweetly with fond lingering thoughts of home 
And its endearments, round the heart entwined. 
Like clustering ivy, still more fondly clinging, 
As the crushed column feels Time’s withering 
power, 
And sweetly sad, as the last bird of summer singing, 
Its parting requiem to the fading bower. 
What, though stern Time has with resistless wing, 
Swept o’er proud fabrics, vew ones shall arise, 


And birds that paused their sweet wild-notesto sing, | 


Ere they sought the “orange groves’ of southern 
skies, 
Will turn again to our own sunny land, 
When Spring’s soft breezes gently sigh at even ; 
And friends, the loved—the lost, a glorious band, 
Shall meet to part no more in yon blue heaven. 
Chatham, March 22, 1841. 


For the Rural Repository. 
THE DYING. 


My hour is come; but no unthought of hour, 
Whose gloomy presence chills my soul with dread ; 
[t steals as gently o’er my weary heart 

As the fond parent’s footsteps round the cradle, 
Where infant beauty sleeps. I’ve looked for it 
Since the first opening of ny youthful mind. 


Sometimes in the hours of gladness, would the 


thought, 
Calmly as angels’ voices heard in dreams, 
Forbid the unmeaning laugh of careless joy, 
And melt each feeling into pensive sadness. 
Sometimes in midnight musings, when the soul 
Was weary of existence, it would come 
In many a flash of wild and strange delight. 
I found no pleasure inthe youthful spring, 
Nor the bright kindlings of the morning cloud ; 
My spirit lingered on the waning year, 
On the last blushes of the sunset heaven, 
And the red leaf that whispered it must fall. 
Oft in the loneliest watches of the night, 
When silence rested on the slumbering world— 
When the leaf stirred not; but serene in heaven 
The moon and stars went on their glorious way, 
And the winds dared not breathe while earth lay sti]! 
And wondered at their beauty. l have thought, 
If when the weary cares of life were ended, 
My spirit might have rest in fields of light, 
And dwell in mansions calm and bright as they, 
Why might it not ?—’tis clay that binds it down! 
But oft e’en now the soul throws off its chai, 


Aud hurries upward through the vast of heaven, 





| Beyond heaven's utmost bounds—e’en now it ranges! 
Beyond the farthest star, whose fainting ray 

_ Seeins trembling iuto darkuess, and borrows thence 
Emotions deep and strong imaginings, 
With thoughts more beautiful than earth affords, 
And finds a friend in each bright wanderer there. 
Then surely when the bonds of elay are loosed, 
And the strong prison of the soul is broken, 
It will rise high above its boldest flight, 
Above its cares, above its joys and sorrows, 
And rest not till it breathes the heavenly air, 
And folds its pinions at the throne of God, 

| Comstock’s Landing, \$41. Srarcourt. 


From the Philadelphia Visiter. 
SPRING. 
BY E. G. SQUIER. 

Harx! who is this, with tripping feet, 
With sunny skies and voice so sweet, 
With flowery ringlets in her hair 
Tell me who is this beauteous fair ? 
I hear the warbling blue-bird’s note, 
i I see the ground-bird’s russet coat, 

I see the red-bird’s flashing wing, 

I hear the distant robin sing, 

Ah this—ah this—is beauteous Spring. 
Hark! who is this that bounds along 
With blithsome step and joyous song, 
That gilds the top of yonder bill, 

And flashes on the opening rill ? 

I hear the squirrel barking loud, 

I see the brightning azure cloud, 

1 hear the forest vocal ring, 

1 hear rejoicing nature sing, 

All hail—all hail—O beauteous Spring. 


That scatters blossoms in her flight, 

That bids the swelling buds be seen, 

And decks the earth in robes of green? 
A voice is in the dancing streaim, 
That glitters in the bright sun beam, 
I hear it as the willows swing, 
Swayed by the zephyrs downy wing, 
A welcome to—returning Spring. 


| 
} 
Hark! who is this al) clothed in light, 
| 
! 
| 


| Say who is this all decked with smiles, 

| Comes she from the Indian isles, 

Where swift the sunny streamlets flow, 
O’er diamond sands that gleam below ? 

She comes—she comes o’er land and main, 

| She breaks old Winter’s icy chain, 

Then haste ye maidens chaplets bring, 

! Ay—trip it in the mazy ring, 

And weicome bright, returning Spring. 
Ah! thisis Spring, the bright and gay, 
Her reign is welcomed by the lay, 

Of thousand warblers, from the steep, 

Of mountain high and valley deen, 
Ah this is Spring she treads the skies, 
And brightens the cerulean dyes, 
She spreads o’er earth her magic wing, 
Then quickly shoots each living thing, 


To welcome bright, returning Spring. 





From the Ladies’ Companion. 

POET’S VOWS; 
ddressedioa Darke-eyed Girlwho doubted themes | 
Be Lieve it not, the idle tale, 
That poet's 


vows are never true ones, 
That like the ever-varying gale 


He changes oldeu loves for new ones. 
Believe them never, when they say, 

His passion passes with the minute 
That when he strikes his tuneful lay 


There’s aouglit but honied cadence m it 


SOS 


True asthe needle to the pole— 
True as the sun, that flaggeth never— 
So constant is the poet's soul ; 
He lovee but once, and loves for ever ! 
His feelings that have dormant lain, 
When touched by love’s absorbing fire, 
Are waked, never to sleep again, 
Tillhe and love alike expire. 


Then doubt the tale, for oh, ’tis wrong, 

To charge him with such transient feeling — 
When wakes his lyre to breathe in song, 

The wiles that love is o’er him stealing, 
Each burning note comes from a soul 

As pure aud bright as this earth knoweth— 
And constant ever to his goal 

Like mountain rill, his feeling floweth ! 

W. R. F. 





[Presjpectus 


Or THE 


Burol Bepository, 


—- Volume 18th, Commencing June 19, 1841, 
EMBELLISHED WITH NUMEROUS ENGRAVINGS, 


Price only $1 per annum. 


| THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be devoted to Polite 
Literature, containing Moral and Sentimental ‘ates, 
Original Communications, Biography, Traveling Sketches, 
Amusing Miscellany, Humorous and Historical Anecdotes, 
Useful Recipes, Poetry, &c. The first Number of the 
Eightcenta Volume of the Rurat Reposvrory will be 
issued on Saturday, the 19th of June, 1841. 

On issuing the proposals for a new volume of the Rural 
Repository, the publisher tenders his most sincere acknow!- 
edgements to all Contributors, Agents and Subscribers, tor 
the liberal support which they have afforded him from the 
commencement of this publication. New assurances on 
the part of the publisher of a periodical which has stood 
the test of years, would seem superfluous, he will there 
fore only say, that it will be conducted on a similar plan 
and published in the same form as heretofore, and that no 
pains or expense shall be spared to promote their gratifi 
cation by its further improvement in typographical execu 
tion and original and selected matter. 


CONDITIONS. 


THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be published every 
other Saturday, in the Quarto form, embellished with 
numerous engravings, and will contain twenty-six num 
bers of eight pages cach, with a title page and index to 
the volume, making in the whole 208 pages. It will be 
printed in handsome style, on Medium paper of a superior 
quality, with good type; making, at the end of the year, 
a neat and tasteful volume containing matter equal to 
one thousand duodecimo pages, which will be both anius- 
ing and instructive in future years. 

TERMS.—One Dollar per annum. tnvaRiaBLy iN 
ADVANCE. Persons remitting us Fire Dollars, free of 
postage, shall receive SIX Copies, and those remitting us 
Ten Dollars, free of postage, shall receive THIRTEEN 
Copies, or TWELVE Copies of this volume and one copy 
of either the 1th, 12th, 13th, 161h or 17th volumes. ‘TUIRTY 
Copies umiled to one address tor Twenty Dollars, seutto us 
in one remittance, free of postage. 

iP No subscription received for less thanone year. All 
the back numbers furnished to new subscribérs during 
year, until the edition is out, unless otherwise ordered. 

ey POST MASTERS will send money for Subscribers 
tu this paper, free of any expense. 

Names of subscribers with the amount of Subscription, 
to besent as soon as possible to the publisher, 

WILLIAM B. STODDARD. 
Hudson, Columbia Co. N. Y. 1@4A1. 

& EDITORS, who wish to exchange, are respectfully 
requested to give the above a few insertions, or at least a 
notice, and receive Subscriptions. 





RURAL REPOSITORY, 


IS PUBLISHED EVERY OTHER SATURDAY, AT HUDSON, N.Y. BY 





| unless otherwise ordered 


WILLIAM B. STODDARD. 


Ir is printed in the Quarto form, embellished with 
Engravings, and will contain twenty-six numbers of ¢ ight 
pages cach, with atide page and index to the volume. 

Terms.—ONE DOLLAR per annum, invariably ix ap 
vance. Any person who will remit us Five Dollars, free 


| Of postage, shall receive siz copies, and any person, who 
, Will remit us Ten Dollars, free of postage, shall receive 
twelvecopies, and one copy of either the Lith, 12th, 13th or 


16th volumes, or thirteen copies of the present volume 
sey No Subscriptions received for less than one yeur 
iy All the back numbers furnished to new subscribers. 


All Communications must be 
pest pal l 





